SIR    SAMUEL   HOOD

where they are generally admitted to be as good a set of
people as any of their neighbours.

It is needless to say, that while all this was going on,
our gallant Admiral, Sir Samuel Hood, was a pretty
busy spectator. His eagle eye glanced along the canal
and at a moment took in the whole purpose of the
campaign. As the war advanced, and sundry small
affairs of outposts took place, we could see his face
flushing with delight. But when the first alligator was
cast headlong and gasping at his feet, pierced with at
least twenty pike wounds, and bristled with half a
dozen fragments of these weapons fractured in the
onslaught, the whole plain rung with his exclamation of
boyish delight. When the detachment closed in
upon their prey, and every moment gave birth to some
new prodigy of valour, or laid a whole line of the Malay
soldiers prostrate on the muddy stream, like so many
nine-pins, I verily believe, that if none of his own people
had been present, the Admiral would have seized a
pike himself, and jumped into the thickest of the fight,
boots, sword, cocked hat, and alll As it was, he kept
himself close to the banks, and rivalled the best Malay
amongst them in yelling and cheering on the forces to
their duty. This intensity of eagerness had well nigh
proved rather awkward for his Excellency's dignity,
if not his safety; for, in spite of the repeated warnings of
the English officers of the regiment, who knew from
former hunts what was sure to happen eventually, the
admiral persisted in approaching the edge of the canal
as the final act of the alligators' tragedy commenced.
And as we, his poor officers, were, of course, obliged to
follow our chief into any danger, a considerable party
of us found ourselves rather awkwardly placed between
the reserve of Malays already spoken of and the canal,
just as the grand rush took place at the close of the
battle. If the infuriated crocodiles had only known
what they were about, and had then brought their long
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